78__________________________S.A. Sankaranarayanan
B earn upon Him their
Profuse pin-shots of light?
And twinkle titillated.??
My golden womb is irate!
I can't brook a star,
Its junction, its intervention,
Its clandestine shift
Red to blue, hue to hue,
First or twenty seventh in this queue.
Is my Siva, a mere dazzier
My argent womb is delicate!
Let the stars, if they be pure
Come, descend, embody
And confess shedding their light
On what they are and what they want!
And let sadasiva by drum-taps
And thuds talk to Nilotpala buds
On what I want!
Until then, I shall do
Tapas, Tapas do
In one-handed fire
Microfining my roundedness
Poised on a needle's edge.
For when I see the hide
Iturnichorous!
Woe unto me, should I spin?
For when I eye His throat
Should I seek room in Blue?
Lord, this Pritvi of yours
Is mad with you, you mad.
For when I see you forehead-eyedver flows,
